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IN  ARCADY 


Give  me  the  pleasure  of  a  book, 
An  ample  shade,  a  running  brook, 
A  piping  bird,  and  splashing  trout, 
And  wild-flowers  shining  all  about ; 
Then  even  kings  would  envy  me, 
So  full  of  joy  my  life  would  be. 


IN   ARCADY 


H 


With  chee/ful  heart  and  cloudless  brain, 

No  breath  of  care,  no  touch  of  pain, 

Arcadian  summer  soft  and  light, 

A  cooling  breeze,  and  skies  most  bright ; 

Then  little  birds  would  envy  me, 

So  full  of  joy  my  life  would  be. 


m 


In  careless  ease  there  let  me  he, 
The  happiest  man  beneath  the  sky, 
There  idly  scan  some  book  of  old, 
Filled  with  a  poet's  thoughts  of  gold ; 
Then  blushing  brides  would  envy  me, 
So  full  of  joy  my  life  would  be. 


LOVE  IN  WINTER 


The  Frost  is  on  the  grass,  my  Sweet, 
The  rime  is  on  the  tree ; 

The  earth  is  iron-bound,  and  sleet 
Doth  threaten  hill  and  lea  ; 

But  never  change  in  thee,  my  Love, 
But  never  change  in  thee. 


LOVE   IN   WINTER 


ii 

The  cold  is  big  with  care,  my  Dear, 
The  air  is  sad  with  sighs  ; 

The  birds  for  food,  all  peep  and  peer, 
And  pipe  their  little  cries ; 

But  Love  makes  sunny  skies,  my  Sweet. 
But  Love  makes  sunny  skies. 


in 

The  Winter  is  as  Spring,  my  Love, 

The  holly  is  as  may  ; 
Though  woodbine  drops  no  scent  above 

The  wilding  rose  in  play  ; 
Love  makes  a  summer  day,  my  Dear, 

Love  makes  a  summer  day. 
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TRUST 

Like  to  a  little  bird  within  thy  hand 

My  life  doth  nestle  close,  dear  Love,  to  thine ; 

Nay,  it  doth  cling  unto  thee  like  a  vine, 
And  feels  delight  too  deep  to  understand  ; 
And  all  my  days  are  proud  at  thy  command, 

And  all  my  thoughts  flow  to  thee,  strong  as 
wine, 

One  kiss,  and  my  soul  doth  with  thine  combine, 
And  all  my  simple  ways  of  life  expand. 


TRUST 

And  I  will  trust  thee  ever  like  a  bird, 

Though   thou  shouldst  crush   me  with  the  grip 
of  hate ; 

Or  leave  me  weeping  with  no  pitying  word, 
Till  life  in  sorrow  passed  the  mystic  gate ; 

Destroyed,  I  could  not  say  my  passion  erred, 
For  life  when  strange  to  love  is  desolate. 


FLOWER  LIFE 


If  we  but   knew  the  secret  of  the  sweet  wild 
flowers 
That  grow  for  man's  delight  in  every  hue. 
We  then  should  greet  and  leave  them  in  their 
chosen  bowers 

If  we  but  knew. 

n 

We  pluck  them  for  our  pleasure,  and  full  soon 
they  die, 
And   fairies   mourn   them,   wearing  crowns  of 
yew ; 


FLOWER   LIFE 

For  there  are  other  loves  than  ours  beneath  the 
sky, 

If  we  but  knew. 

in 

They  drink  the  light  of  sun  and  melody  of  bees, 
And  fill  their  cups  with  drops  of  crystal  dew ; 
We  could  not  rob  them  of  the  simple  things  that 
please, 

If  we  but  knew. 

IV 

The  cooling  winds  go  searching  through  the  woods 

and  glades, 
To  fan  their  beauty  when  the  skies  are  blue ; 
For  flowers  hold  their  brief  lives  as  dear  as  happy 

maids, 

If  we  but  knew. 
S 


FLOWER  LIFE 


The  wilding  birds  that  fill  the  sylvan  scenes  with 
song, 
And    butterflies    that    charm    the    long    day 
through ; 
Ah,  these  are  glad  to  lengthen  time  the  flowers 
among, 

If  we  but  knew. 

VI 

And  when  night  falls,  and  silver  stars  in  God's 

skies  peep ; 
Their  spices,  sweet  as  love,  in  clouds  accrue  ; 
We  could  not  steal   them  from   these  hours   of 

odorous  sleep, 

If  we  but  knew. 
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A  SUMMER  SCENE 


Laden  come  the  maidens  home, 
With  poppies  and  wild  roses  ; 

Singing  ditties  as  they  come, 
And  blushing  like  their  posies. 

n 

Crowned  is  one  merry  maid 

With  coronal  of  poppy  ; 

Nature  has  with  beauty  played, 

To  make  a  faultless  copy. 
10 


A   SUMMER   SCENE 

in 

Laughter  gathers  in  her  eye, 
Her  every  movement  blushes ; 

Hark  !  she  mocks  a  lover's  sigh 
With  songs  in  birdlike  gushes. 

IV 

Cupid,  should  he  pass  her  way, 
For  lack  of  strength  must  tarry  ; 

She  will  steal  his  bow  away, 
And  bid  the  rogue  go  marry 


11 


A  SONG  FOR  LOVE 


Pipe  a  song  of  love,  most  sweet, 
And  pipe  a  song  of  pleasure  ; 

Love  is  winged  with  merry  feet 
To  tread  a  merry  measure. 

ii 

Pipe  a  song  for  me,  my  love, 

A  wild,  sweet  song,  my  poet ; 

Tell  our  joy  to  larks  above, 

And  bid  the  throstles  know  it. 
12 


A  SONG  FOR  LOVE 


in 


Pipe  beside  the  running  streams 
And  wistful  music  marry  ; 

Pipe  of  love  till  happy  dreams 
Like  robins  ever  tarry. 

IV 

Pipe  and  make  the  meadows  glad, 
And  pipe  a  blithesome  ditty ; 

Mournful  notes  make  lovers  sad, 
And  change  sweet  love  to  pity. 


Pipe  adown  the  hanging  lanes, 
And  make  the  breezes  mellow ; 

Pipe  a  song  for  Cupid's  pains, 
And  charm  the  roguish  fellow. 
*3 


THE  WISH 


So  you  would  kiss  the  poet's  lip, 

And  catch  the  music  his  heart  feels ; 

Would  in  his  honied  garden  sip 

The  sweetness  that  each  flower  conceals. 

ii 

Oh,  you  have  asked  a  foolish  thing, 

The  poet's  lip  is  not  divine  ; 

It  cannot  through  its  passion  fling 

The  secret  of  the  jealous  Nine. 
14 


THE  WISH 


in 


But  if  you  truly  love,  and  he — 
A  poet  lover — loves  you  too. 

His  lip  will  drop  a  melody 

More  golden  than  the  Sirens  knew. 


15 


"WHERE  THE  LAMPS  QUIVER 

Laughter,  and  passion,  and  tears, 
Sorrow,  and  sadness,  and  song  ; 

Mocking  the  hope  of  the  years, 
Weeping  the  winter  of  wrong. 

Folly,  and  madness,  and  death, 

Bitterness  pleading  in  prayer  ; 

Gone  is  the  pleasure  of  breath, 

Darkness  embraces  despair. 
16 


HERRICK 

If  Herrick  you  would  read  aright, 

And  crowd  the  moments  with  delight, 

Select  some  hour  when  skies  are  blue, 

And  meads  have  lost  their  morning  dew. 

Then  choose  some  old,  sequestered  place, 

An  orchard  quaint — a  shady  space — 

Or  garden  sweet  with  homely  stocks, 

And  roses,  pinks,  and  hollyhocks, 

And  old-world  flowers  of  small  degree, 

Loved  by  the  butterfly  and  bee. 

Thus  Herrick's  welcome  muse  engage, 

And  wanton  with  his  pleasing  page, 

Delightful  both  to  youth  and  age. 
c  17 


HERRICK 

See  soon  the  daffodils  appear, 

And  cowslips  kissed  by  virgins  dear 

Behold  the  blushes  of  the  bride 

That  paint  the  joy  she  cannot  hide ; 

And  mark  how  Cupid  bends  his  bow, 

A-Maying  with  Corinna  go, 

And  Julia's  moods  and  virtues  know ; 

Or  gather  maydew  with  the  maids, 

While  yet  the  charm  of  verse  persuades. 

Then  learn  how  grew  so  fair  to  sight 

The  roses  red,  the  lilies  white. 

In  pity  hear  the  mad  maid  sing — 

Too  sad  a  maid  for  marriage  ring  ; 

Or  weep  beside  the  silvery  streams, 

Or  pleasure  find  in  fleeting  dreams. 

'Tis  with  such  simple  themes  as  these, 

Sung  with  the  mellow  gift  of  ease, 

That  gentle  Herrick  loves  to  please. 
18 


THE  BIRDS'  PETITION 


Deep  in  leafy  woodland  bowers, 
Bright  with  undergrowth  of  flowers, 
O'er  the  dappled  mead  and  pool, 
And  in  tangled  lanes  most  cool, 
Pipe  the  throstle,  finch,  and  lark, 
From  the  dewy  dawn  to  dark, 
And  they  pipe,  and  never  tire, 
Songs  as  sweet  as  love's  desire. 


ii 


Oft  to  me  they  seem  to  sing, 
On  the  branch,  or  on  the  wing ; 


19 


THE  BIRDS'   PETITION 

"If  you  leave  us  space  and  sky, 

Room  to  nest  and  sing  and  fly, 

We  will  pipe  for  your  delight, 

Pipe  and  make  the  days  more  bright ; 

But  in  narrow  cage  confined, 

Song  is  slain  by  joy  unkind. 


hi 

"  Honour,  then,  our  wide  domain, 
Break  not  little  hearts  with  pain  ; 
God,  who  made  the  merry  day, 
Gave  to  us  our  roundelay  ; 
And  like  honey-laden  bee, 
Or  like  wild  winds,  made  us  free  ; 
Leave,  then,  leave  us  to  our  song, 
Woods  and  meads  and  flowers  among. 


20 


MOTHERHOOD 


Oh,  what  so  true,  so  pure,  so  good. 
As  love  and  pride  of  motherhood  ? 
The  tender  watching  and  the  care, 
That  have  no  likeness  anywhere  ? 

ii 

What  men,  most  bold,  would  fear  to  do, 

A  mother's  heart  will  carry  through ; 

Love  is  too  strong  to  think  on  death, 

A  child  is  more  than  living  breath. 
21 


MOTHERHOOD 


hi 


A  mother's  love  is  fond  and  wise, 
Her  soul  13  in  her  baby's  eyes ; 
To  her  the  laugh  that  shakes  its  throat 
Is  sweeter  than  the  throstle's  note. 


IV 


Her  life  is  in  the  child  she  bears, 
Nor  withers  with  the  waste  of  years ; 
Though  promise  may  in  failure  die, 
'Tis  love  that  makes  her  weep  and  sigh. 


Her  love,  indeed,  outlives  her  days, 

Her  children  treasure  up  her  praise  ; 

And  though  no  more  they  see  her  face, 

Her  name  retains  its  native  grace. 
22 


THE  MYSTERY  OF  DEATH 

I  looked  into  the  eyes  of  Death, 

If  haply  I  might  see 
The  destiny  of  mortal  breath — 

The  human  soul  set  free. 

But'  Death  returned  a  stony  stare 

s. 

As  from  the  Sphinx's  eye, 

No  knowledge  to  be  wrested  there ; 

How  great  a  thing  to  die ! 

23 


A  LULLABY 


Lullaby  Love,  lullaby  Sweet, 
Rest  little  hands,  rest  little  feet ; 
Dreaming  the  birds  warm  in  the  nest, 
Lullaby  Love,  close  to  my  breast. 


ii 


Hush  little  voice,  hush  little  cries, 

Sleep  gently  kiss  soft  pretty  eyes ; 

Sleeping  the  lamb,  sleeping  the  bee, 

Lullaby  Love,  closer  to  me. 
24 


A  LULLABY 


in 


Sleep  little  form,  sleep  little  head. 
Bosom  of  mine  sweet  baby's  bed  ; 
Butterflies  sleep  through  the  still  hours, 
Lullaby  Love,  soft  as  the  flowers. 

IV 

Sleep  little  thoughts,  sleep  little  ways, 
Sleep  upon  love,  sleep  upon  praise  ; 
Blossom  the  stars,  blossom  and  peep, 
Lullaby  Love,  little  Love  sleep. 


25 


CHRISTMAS 


"  Peace  and  goodwill,  goodwill  and  peace," 
And  sorrow  smiles  and  dries  her  tears ; 

Love  doth  to  fuller  love  increase, 

And  man  finds  pleasure  in  his  years ; 

For  Yule  bells  ring  from  hill  to  hill, 

"  Goodwill  and  peace,  peace  and  goodwill." 


ii 


Where  hamlets  sleep,  or  cities  roar, 
The  petty  feuds  are  laid  aside  ; 

The  brotherhood  of  rich  and  poor 
Results  awhile  in  happy  pride  ; 


26 


CHRISTMAS 

For  Christmas  brings  the  larger  creed, 
The  gentle  word,  the  kindly  deed. 

m 

And  where  the  bold  ship  ploughs  the  sea, 
And  breasts  the  storm  and  tosses  foam, 

There  bearded  men  set  memories  free, 

And  dream  and  speak  of  love  and  home ; 

For  Christmas  leaps  from  wave  to  wave, 

And  tracks  the  pathway  of  the  brave. 

IV 

"  Peace  and  goodwill,  goodwill  and  peace  ; " 
The  fires  of  hope  are  burning  bright, 

The  blessed  dawn  gives  joy  release, 

And  mercy  trembles  with  delight ; 

For  Yule  bells  ring  from  hill  to  hill, 

"  Goodwill  and  peace,  peace  and  goodwill." 

27 


THE  WILD  ROSE 


Awhile  I  left  my  glorious  books, 

And  tramped  about  the  shining  hills — 
There,  listened  to  the  mountain  rills 
That  babbled  to  the  lowland  brooks, 
From  out  their  quiet  leafy  nooks, 

In  quips  and  trills. 

ii 

The  west  wind  kissed  a  sweet  wild  rose 

That  trembled  in  the  summer  sun  ; 

"  But  one,"  it  gaily  mocked,  "  but  one. 

I  braved  the  tangled  bush  with  blows, 

28 


THE  WILD  ROSE 

I  fought  a  host  of  thorny  foes, 

The  mocker  won. 


in 


But  plucked,  I  grieved  the  rose  was  mine, 
For  it  would  die  within  an  hour ; 
A  nested  thrush  would  miss  the  flower ; 

Maybe,  its  little  heart  would  pine 

Its  beauty  did  no  longer  shine 

Above  her  bower. 


IV 


I  hastened  to  my  Love,  my  Sweet, 

And  placed  the  wild  rose  in  her  breast ; 
My  lips  by  other  lips  were  prest, 

My  soul  another  soul  did  meet, 

My  sadness  perished  in  its  heat  : 

Love's  thanks  were  best. 
29 


LOVE  FOR  LOVE 


If  love  could  always  meet  with  love, 

Life  would  a  passion  be  ; 
The  lark  that  sings  the  meads  above 

Were  not  more  mad  with  glee  ; 
But  love  doth  often  weep  for  love, 

And  finds  no  sympathy. 


ii 


If  love  to  love  were  ever  true, 
Then  life  would  be  as  May, 
And  broken  hearts  by  pain  pierced  through 

For  death  would  never  pray  ; 

30 


LOVE   FOR  LOVE 

But  love  her  eyes  doth  oft  bedew 
For  old  love  passed  away. 

m 

If  love  to  love  were  ever  kind, 
The  days  were  sweet  as  flowers ; 

And  sorrow's  soul  a  balm  would  find 
To  soothe  its  bitter  hours  ; 

But  love  is  thoughtless  oft,  and  blind, 
And  half  forgets  her  powers. 

IV 

Love  unto  love,  for  love  means  life, 

Its  battles  nearly  won ; 
Gone  is  the  subtlety  of  strife 

As  dew  before  the  sun, 

Give  love  for  love,  maid,  man,  and  wife  ; 

And  love  and  life  are  one. 
3i 


TUITION 

Little  throstle,  sleep,  sleep,  sleep, 
Little  eyes  that  peep,  peep,  peep, 
Gently  close  like  this— like  this, 
Daisies  now  bright  hours  dismiss  ; 
Little  throstle  sleep. 

Little  throstle,  wake,  wake,  wake, 
Little  heart,  the  day  doth  break  ; 
Throstles  rise  like  this— like  this, 
Piping  rapturous  song  of  bliss  ; 

Little  throstle  wake. 
32 


TUITION 

Little  throstle,  fly,  fly,  fly, 
Little  wings  will  soon  reply, 
If  you  float  like  this — like  this, 
Through  the  soft  air's  wide  abyss  ; 
Little  throstle  fly. 

Little  throstle,  pipe,  pipe,  pipe, 
Little  song  will  soon  be  ripe, 
If  you  sing  like  this — like  this, 
Soft  as  roses'  petals  kiss ; 

Little  throstle  pipe. 


33 


A  RIVER  SCENE 


Mirrored  shone  a  pretty  maid 
Among  the  water-lilies ; 

Blushes  in  her  dimples  played 
As  soft  as  daffodillies. 

ii 

Roguish  Love  surprised  her  heart 

Adown  the  lilied  river ; 
Eager  to  complete  his  art, 

He  emptied  all  his  quiver. 

34 


A  RIVER  SCENE 

in 

Gazing  down  the  waters  cool. 

She  tried  to  hide  her  blushes ; 
Danced  they  all  about  the  pool 
To  songs  of  happy  thrushes. 

IV 

Lilies  vainly  spread  their  gold, 
Forget-me-nots  were  slighted, 

Little  fishes  grew  most  bold, 
But  lovers'  troth  was  plighted. 


35 


A  LOVE  LEAF 


Sweet  Muse,  be  with  me  at  this  hour, 

Teach  song  of  bird,  give  thought  of  flower, 

The  rose's  beauty  how  to  steal, 

The  skylark's  music  how  to  feel ; 

For  I  do  love  a  winsome  maid, 

And  would  to  love,  her  heart  persuade. 
36 


A  LOVE  LEAF 


ii 


Show  me  the  heart  of  all  the  Spring, 

When  it  doth  burst,  when  it  doth  sing 

And  play  upon  its  merry  pipe, 

Till  all  the  summer  time  be  ripe  ; 

For  I  do  love  a  winsome  maid, 

And  would  to  love,  her  heart  persuade. 


in 


Tell  me  the  secret  of  the  bee, 

Why,  why  so  happy,  why  so  free  ; 

That  love  through  all  my  song  may  beat,, 

And  be  as  golden  honey,  sweet ; 

For  I  do  love  a  winsome  maid, 

And  would  to  love,  her  heart  persuade. 

37 


A    LOVE   LEAF 


IV 


Disclose  to  me  what  says  the  stream 

Unto  the  sun,  when  shining  gleam 

Doth  kiss  so  oft  its  face  in  play. 

As  it  would  kiss  it  all  away  ; 

For  I  do  love  a  winsome  maid. 

And  would  to  love,  her  heart  persuade. 


Give  then,  coy  Muse,  the  joy  of  song, 

To  utter  love,  most  true,  most  strong  ; 

That  it  may  warm  one  little  breast, 

Sing  there  as  in  a  glad  bird's  nest ; 

For  I  do  love  a  winsome  maid, 

And  would  to  love,  her  heart  persuade. 
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A  SONG  OF  SPRING 


Spring  comes  piping  up  the  valleys, 
Crowned  with  wilding  flowers  ; 

And  the  sun  makes  welcome  sallies 
Through  the  leafy  bowers. 

ii 

All  the  air  is  soft  and  mellow, 

All  the  skies  are  bright ; 

Every  bird  sings  to  its  fellow 

With  a  fond  delight. 
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A   SONG  OF  SPRING 

in 

Trees  and  shrubs  are  blossom-laden, 

Honey-bees  are  glad  ; 
Love  waits  on  the  happy  maiden, 

Love  smiles  on  the  lad. 

IV 

Woods  and  meads  are  fair  and  shining, 

Time  and  beauty  kiss ; 
Winter  sinks  with  sad  repining, 

Spring  pipes  loud  with  bliss  ! 


Nature  now  forgets  her  sorrow, 

All  her  soul  doth  sing  ; 

Golden  day  brings  golden  morrow, 

'Tis  the  merry  Spring ! 
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BIRD  SONG 


Tell  me,  sweet  bird,  why  thou  dost  sing 
Thro'  all  the  woods,  so  full  of  throat ; 

Is  thy  glad  heart  a  bubbling  spring 
Of  liquid  music,  note  on  note  ? 

Or  is  it,  bird,  some  wondrous  thing 
That  answers  to  a  touch  remote  ? 

n 

A  touch  that  happy  mortals  feel, 

When  they  are  loved,  and  love  again ; 

A  touch  that  out  the  heavens  doth  steal 

To  soothe  some  heart  that  breaks  with  pain ; 
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BIRD   SONG 

A  touch  that  makes  the  senses  reel 
Back  from  the  sceptic's  Darren  plain. 

in 

Sweet  bird,  I  know  not  what  we  be, 
Or  what  we  mean,  or  where  we  tend  ; 

Our  fuller  life  we  cannot  see, 
But  surely  fulness  is  the  end, 

Or  why  have  I  this  breath  so  free, 
Or  thou  thy  song,  my  little  friend  ? 

IV 

We  cannot  be  for  idle  sport, 

To  think,  to  sing,  and  disappear ; 

The  present  doth  the  past  import, 
Why  not  a  future  then,  more  clear  ? 

Where  I  in  other  woods  may  court 

Thy  rapturous  song,  more  glad  than  here. 
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LOVE  IN  INNOCENCE 


Love  looked  in  a  blushing  dimple 

All  on  a  maiden's  cheek  ; 
Love,  the  maiden  dreamed  was  simple — 

A  pretty  fool  and  weak. 

ii 

And  she  laughed,  "  Love  comes  with  calling 

All  at  a  maiden's  will ; " 
Cupid  in  the  dimple  falling, 

Did  wiser  thoughts  instil. 
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LOVE   IN  INNOCENCE 

in 

Soon  her  modest  heart  did  wrestle 
All  with  its  passion's  flush  ; 

Still  the  roguish  god  did  nestle 
Deep  in  the  dimpled  blush. 

IV 

Then  she  learned  to  love  and  trifle 
All  with  the  rogue  in  play  ; 

And  the  sportive  elf  did  rifle 
Her  foolish  heart  away. 
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THOUGHTS 


When  silence  falls  like  silken  sleep, 
Our  secret  thoughts  their  vigil  keep ; 
And  phantoms  born  of  heart  or  brain 
Fill  us  with  joy,  or  scourge  with  pain. 

ii 

For  in  the  chambers  of  the  soul 

Old  memories  rise,  where  once  theie  stole 

The  substance  of  some  grief  or  bliss, — 

A  mother's  death — a  lover's  kiss. 
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THOUGHTS 


in 


And  thoughts  are  music,  sad  or  sweet, 
As  joy  or  sorrow  makes  life  beat ; 
One  chord  may  burst  like  buds  in  May, 
The  next — we  dash  our  tears  away, 


IV 


For  in  the  province  of  our  will 
We  cannot  keep  our  close  thoughts  still ; 
They  come  like  sunbeams  or  like  dew, 
And  make  us  slaves  and  monarchs  too. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  OPHELIA 


Ophelia,  Rose  of  May,  is  dead, 

Fall'n  in  the  blossom  of  her  spring ; 

The  willow  weeps  and  bows  its  head, 
And  little  birds  her  requiem  sing, 

Where  she,  sweet  maid,  floats  down  the  stream, 

And  seems  to  sleep,  and  sleeping,  dream. 
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THE  DEATH   OF  OPHELIA 


11 

Her  hands  are  full  of  wilding  flowers, 
And  posies  nestle  in  her  breast ; 

But  she  no  more  will  seek  their  bowers, 
Or  peep  into  a  wee  bird's  nest ; 

The  tall  reeds  in  the  river,  bend, 

And  butterflies  her  course  attend. 


in 

With  ditties  and  old  songs,  she  died, 

And  conquered  sorrow  with  sweet  breath  ; 

As  happy  as  a  trembling  bride 
She  hung  upon  the  lips  of  death, 

Nor  dreamed  they  stole  her  soul  away 

From  scenes  more  loved  than  flowers  in  May. 
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THE  HOUR  AND  THE  MAN 

Time  brings  the  hour,  and  Circumstance  the  man, 
And  History  writes  another  hero's  name ; 

But  had  Occasion's  sword  been  partisan, 

A  hundred  others  could  have  done  the  same. 
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SUMMER 


Birds,  and  butterflies,  and  bees, 
Mossy  nooks,  and  leafy  trees, 
Babbling  streams,  and  wilding  flowers, 
Lingering  days,  and  golden  hours. 


ii 


Merry  maids,  and  happy  swains, 
Children  making  daisy-chains, 
Lambkins  frisking  in  the  meads, 
Old  Pan  piping  on  his  reeds. 
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SUMMER 


in 


Hanging  lanes  where  lovers  meet, 
Hazel-boughs,  and  meadow-sweet, 
Strawberries  ripening  in  the  sun, 
Nestlings  winging  one  by  one. 


IV 


Pleasant  woods,  and  cooling  shades, 
Shining  hills,  and  scented  glades, 
Golden  gorse,  and  yellow  broom, 
Bracken  spreading  plume  on  plume. 


Forget-me-nots  by  waters  cool, 

Troutlets  leaping  in  a  pool, 

Foxgloves  chiming  bell  on  bell 

Songs  that  fairy  voices  swell. 
Si 


SUMMER 


VI 


Apple,  pear,  and  peach,  and  grape, 
Growing,  swelling  into  shape, 
Meadow  grass,  and  waving  corn, 
Poppies  all  in  beauty  born. 


VII 


Hedgerows  sweet  with  scent  and  song, 

Idle  breezes  lingering  long, 
Silvery  seas,  and  sunny  skies, 
Summer  nothing  fair  denies. 
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THE  MAY  QUEEN 


Crown  the  loveliest  maid  to-day, 
With  the  snowy  hawthorn  spray  ; 
Crown  her  Queen  of  all  the  May, 

Crown  her  willy-nilly. 

n 

Crown  her  in  her  virgin  pride, 
Crown  her  blushing  like  a  bride  ; 
Laughing,  weeping,  do  not  'bide, 

Crown  her  willy-nilly. 
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THE   MAY   QUEEN 


in 


Poet,  poet,  strike  your  lyre, 
See  !  she  comes  in  soft  attire, 
Knowing  not  her  heart's  desire, 

Crown  her  willy-nilly. 


IV 


Deck  her  with  the  flowers  of  Spring, 
Daffodils  and  blue-bells  bring  ; 
Crown  her,  maidens  in  a  ring, 

Crown  her  willy-nilly. 


Cast  white  daisies  at  her  feet, 
Kingcups  bright  and  violets  sweet, 
Let  the  humble  cowslip  greet, 

Greet  her  willy-nilly. 
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THE  MAY  QUEEN 


VI 


Robe  her  in  a  lilied  gown, 

Crown  her  with  the  hawthorn  crown ; 

Worship  poet,  lover,  clown, 

Worship  willy-nilly. 


VII 


Throstle,  linnet,  bring  your  song, 
Happy  lark,  oh,  be  not  long 
Soaring,  singing,  sweet  and  strong, 
Singing  willy-nilly. 


VIII 


Crown,  then  crown,  the  modest  maid, 
Coy  her  heart,  and  half  afraid, 
Homage  be  to  beauty  paid, 

Crown  her  willy-nilly. 
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ROSALIND  IN  ARDEN 


Pipe  little  birds,  go  pipe,  pipe,  pipe, 

Fair  Rosalind  for  love  is  ripe, 

So  make  the  woods  of  Arden  ring 

With  love-notes  sweet  as  flowers  in  spring, 

For  'neath  the  greenwood  tree  she  sighs, 

And  love-thoughts  blossom  in  her  eyes. 
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ROSALIND  IN  ARDEN 


ii 


In  fashion  like  a  man  arrayed, 

To  hide  the  beauty  of  the  maid, 

She  wooes  Orlando's  words  of  bliss, 

She  charms  his  smile,  she  drinks  his  kiss, 

And  moAres  the  swelling  lips  of  Pan, 

To  pipe  the  loves  of  maid  and  man. 


in 

Her  bosom  trembles  like  a  flower 
By  soft  winds  shaken  in  its  bower ; 
And  blushes  play  about  her  face 
Like  roses  in  a  pleasant  place  ; 
And  rapturous  birds  pipe  to  the  wind 

"  There's  none  so  sweet  as  Rosalind." 
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THE  GIFT  OF  TEARS 


When  sorrow  comes  with  waiting  breath, 
And  sinks  beneath  its  weight  of  fears, 

Nor  finds  that  hope  can  save  from  death, 
God  gives  the  blessed  gift  of  tears. 


ii 


If  gladness  floods  the  heart  and  brain, 
And  passion  born  of  love  appears 

Till  pleasure  almost  kisses  pain, 
God  gives  the  blessed  gift  of  tears. 
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THE  GIFT  OF  TEARS 


in 


Though  trouble  rises  Gorgon-wise, 
Or  bristles  like  a  host  of  spears. 

And  Nature  stares  with  sphinx-like  eyes, 
God  gives  the  blessed  gift  of  tears. 


IV 


Where  tigers  roam,  or  sea-birds  call, 
Or  where  man  wrestles  with  his  years, 

In  palace,  waste,  or  cottage  small, 
God  gives  the  blessed  gift  of  tears. 
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A  SONG  OF  CONTRASTS 


We  are  too  much  in  cities  pent, 
In  crowds,  we  live  in  banishment ; 
Of  Nature  and  her  wondrous  ways, 
Which  should  excite  our  eager  praise, 
No  more  than  mysteries  do  we  know, 
Such  slaves  are  we  to  idle  show. 

ii 

Observe  the  boasted  works  of  man, 

Where  Art  refines  on  Nature's  plan  ; 

A  picture  study,  or  a  book, 

Or  on  some  stately  temple  look, 
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A  SONG  OF  CONTRASTS 


Perfection  nowhere  do  we  find, 
No  thought  so  wistful  as  the  wind. 


in 

Then  mark  the  throstle,  or  the  bee, 
The  striped  snake,  or  growing  tree ; 
These  living  works  confess,  admire, 
And  trace  perfection  in  desire, 
The  small  as  finished  as  the  great, 
For  faultless  laws  on  Nature  wait. 

IV 

Go  then  where  fields  or  forests  thrive, 

Learn  wisdom  from  the  busy  hive  ; 

Approve  the  rose,  or  daffodil, 

And  know  how  false  our  boasted  skill ; 

Or  look  upon  the  ocean  wide, 

And  mourn  the  foolishness  of  pride. 
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THE  SNOWDROP 


While  yet  the  budding  year  is  young, 

Ere  birds  have  sung, 
Or  bees  have  left  their  warm  retreat 

For  flowers  most  sweet ; 
Then  breaks  from  out  the  swelling  mould 

The  snowdrop  cold  ; 
Nor  shrinks  dismayed  when  rude  winds  blow 
The  driving  sleet,  the  blinding  snow. 


ii 


So  like  a  modest  maid  it  seems, 
E'er  dreaming  dreams ; 
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THE  SNOWDROP 

Shy  virgin-flower  all  pure  and  white, 

Fond  love's  delight ; 
More  bashful  than  a  trembling  bride, 

Without  love's  pride ; 
And  all  its  leaves  of  wondrous  green 
Are  mantles  for  an  elfish  queen. 

in 

The  earliest  flower  of  all  the  year, 

Days  dark  and  drear 
Leap  at  the  promise  of  the  spring, 

When  all  woods  ring 
With  music  fresh  from  merry  throats — 

The  sweet  birds'  notes  ; 
For  when  the  welcome  snowdrop  peeps 
Then  soon  the  soul  of  winter  sleeps. 
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ST.  VALENTINES  DAY 


Little  Loves  are  on  the  wing, 
Gay  as  summer,  glad  as  spring ; 
And  from  heart  to  heart  they  fly, 
Eager  as  a  lover's  eye. 

ii 

Butterflies  are  not  more  bright 
Than  these  fairies  of  delight — 
Softer  than  a  dove's  repose, 

Sweeter  than  the  budded  rose. 
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ST.   VALENTINE'S  DAY 


in 

'Tis  their  pleasure  to  invade 
Happy  bosom  of  the  maid, 
There  to  wanton,  there  to  play 
All  the  merry,  merry  day. 

IV 

And  the  maiden,  soft  and  sweet, 
Feels  a  heart  with  her  heart  beat ; 
And  by  blushes  doth  confess 
All  her  love  and  tenderness. 


But  thrice  happy  is  the  breast 

Where  love  makes  a  constant  rest, 

Clinging  ever  like  a  vine, 

Life's  unchanging  Valentine. 
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A  SONG  OF  LOVE'S  REVENGE 

Young  Love  and  Beauty  sat  at  odds, 
And  Love  was  weeping  sore  ; 

While  Beauty  frowned  with  angry  nods, 
And  made  him  weep  the  more. 

Cried  Love,  "  Give  back  my  bended  bow; 

My  little  shafts  of  pain, 

For  I  was  never  Beauty's  foe, 

But  slave  to  her  disdain." 
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A   SONG  OF  LOVE'S  REVENGE 

"The  knight  you  gave ( was  false/'  she  cried, 

"  Was  selfish  and  a  knave  ; 
And  bow  and  quiver  I  will  hide 

In  some  forgotten  cave. 

"  No  more  shall  arrow  go  on  quest 

To  mock  a  trusting  maid ; 
With  poppies  I  will  soothe  my  breast, 

And  be  no  more  afraid." 

"  Nay,  nay,  sweet  Beauty,  pity  show, 

Nor  curse  my  life  alway ; 
Give  back  my  shafts  and  bended  bow, 

And  sorrow  shall  be  gay. 

"  For  I  will  plague  the  knavish  knight 

With  jilts  as  bright  as  dew ; 
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A  SONG  OF  LOVE'S  REVENGE 

And  he  shall  chase  and  lose  delight, 
And  wed  at  last  a  shrew." 

And  Beauty  gave  the  bended  bow, 
The  little  shafts  of  pain  ; 

And  Cupid  from  her  side  did  go, 
And  she  from  her  disdain. 
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A  SONG  OF  CHILDHOOD 


Little  maiden,  Love's  delight, 
Blithesome  from  the  morn  to  night, 
Full  of  pretty,  winsome  ways, 
All  beyond  a  poet's  praise. 


ii 


Light  your  steps,  and  short  your  frocks, 

Big  your  eyes,  and  long  your  locks, 

Lips  so  rosy  babbling  words 

Artless  as  the  song  of  birds. 
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A  SONG  OF  CHILDHOOD 

m 

Sportive  all  the  merry  day 
Like  a  lambkin  full  of  play, 
Happy  as  the  summer  sea 
Making  careless  melody. 

IV 

Kisses  begging  favours  sweet. 
Kisses  that  with  kisses  meet ; 
Never  such  a  maid  was  seen, 
Funny,  little,  laughing  Queen. 
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PAN 


Men  made  me  dream  that  Pan  was  dead, 
And  piped  no  more  upon  his  reed  ; 
I  wandered  to  a  dappled  mead, 

And  all  my  heart  to  joy  was  wed, 

For  Pan  was  piping,  rosy-red, 

With  sunlit  head. 
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PAN 


I! 


I  heard  him  in  the  linnet's  song, 

The  blackbird's  whistle,  and  the  note 
That  lilted  from  the  skylai-k's  throat, 
The  laugh  of  maidens  all  among 
Tall  meadow-grass,  and  daisies  long, 
And  sorrel  strong. 


in 

His  music  murmured  in  the  stream, 

And  shook  about  the  whispering  wood, 
For  every  bush  and  tree  that  stood 
Lent  sweetness  to  dispel  my  dream  : 
Old  Pan  was  piping  theme  on  theme, — 

A  god  supreme. 
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CONFORMITY  TO  NATURE 

Just  Nature  bends  to  nothing,  left  or  right. 

The  kingliest  are  her  servants,  not  her  lords  ; 

Her   mightiest    make   and    mould    their   own 
rewards ; 
And  nothing  worthy  cometh  in  the  night ; 
Unceasing  labour  is  unceasing  might, 

And  laws  obeyed  are  soft  as  silken  cords  ; 

Abuse  and  foolishness  are  self-wTought  swords 

That  smite  the  maker  to  his  own  despite. 
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CONFORMITY  TO  NATURE 

They  have  most  freedom  who  the  most  submit, 
And  follow  duty  with  assiduous  care  ; 

The  lowliest  oft  in  highest  places  sit 

By  stooping  to  conform,  and  thus  they  share 

Her  ancient  power,  and  gain  wide  benefit, 

For  wealth  of  knowledge  makes  men  greatly 
dare. 


74 


TO  A  MAID  WHO  DIED  IN  SPRING 


Sleep,  sleep,  my  little  maiden,  sleep, 
Love's  tears  shall  keep 

Thy  memory  odorous  as  the  Spring, 
When  glad  birds  sing, 

And  all  the  merry,  jocund  hours 
Are  bright  with  flowers. 


ii 


The  primrose  fair  shall  light  thy  grave ; 

And  king-cups  brave 
Shall  with  the  daffodilly  shine  ; 

And  bluebells  fine 

75 


TO  A  MAID  WHO  DIED  IN  SPRING 

With  cowslips  and  with  violets  meet, 
And  lilies  sweet. 

in 

For  thou  did'st  pass  in  blithe  Springtime 

To  some  fair  clime, 
Where  eyes  nor  follow,  nor  descry  ; 

Thou  canst  not  die, 
For  God  is  gentler  than  we  know, 

Or  great  worlds  show. 

IV 

And  yet  to  us  it  seemeth  strange, 

Thy  passing  change, 
When  all  the  days  with  blossoms  hung, 

And  thou  so  young  ; 

Indeed,  thy  life  did  seem  a  bride 

For  bright  Springtide. 
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WINTER 


Dark  winter  frowns  on  mountain,  hill,  and  plain, 
And  hoar-frost  silvers  all  the  shrubs  and  trees  ; 

And  ice,  and  snow,  and  flood,  and  driving  rain 
Sport  with  the  weary  days  in  rueful  ease. 

ii 

Song-birds  are  still,  and  wilding  flowers  are  rare, 
And  simple  streams  run  darkly  on  their  way ; 

The  hedgerows,  save  for  liquid  beads,  are  bare, 

And  seem  to  mourn   the  months   that   made 

them  gay. 
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WINTER 
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But  not  all  dark  is  -winter,  not  all  cold  ; 

The  warm  sun,  like  a  courser,  chases  dearth, 
And  brightens  all  things  with  a  touch  of  gold, 

Till  small  birds  twitter  with  the  joy  of  earth. 


IV 


The  welcome  holly  shines  in  green  and  red, 

And  hips  and  haws  recall  the  sweet  flower-time 

When  hedge  and  woodland  fragrant  spices  shed, 
And  Nature  walked  abroad  in  orient  prime. 
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PASSING 


Muffled  darkness,  deep  as  midnight, 
Breaking  into  hues  of  dawn, 

Then  the  splendour  of  the  sunlight, 
With  the  veil  of  life  withdrawn  ; 

Where  God  waits,  and  waits  for  ever, 

And  forgets  His  creatures  never. 
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PASSING 


ii 


Death,  and  life  to  follow  after, 
Fuller,  rounder,  more  complete  ; 

Life  as  true  as  honest  laughter, 
Life  by  duty  made  most  sweet ; 

Lips  of  knowledge  kissing  reason, 

Truth  supreme  in  every  season. 


hi 


This  we  trust  in  doubt's  own  passion, 
Deem  not  any  life  a  curse  ; 

'Tis  for  something  God  did  fashion 
Mortal  man  and  universe  ; 

Darkness  is  to  light  a  brother, 

Death  is  life's  immortal  mother. 
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CLOUD  FANCIES 

We  walked  abroad,  my  Love  and  I, 
And  watched  the  clouds  athwart  the  sky, 
Whose  soft,  fantastic  shapes  did  seem 
The  substance  of  some  fairy's  dream. 

And  palaces  we  built,  and  thrones, 

In  ivory,  gold,  and  precious  stones, 

In  fancy  through  their  courts  did  hear 

Sweet  fountains'  splashing  waters  clear. 
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CLOUD  FANCIES 

And  it  were  good,  we  said,  to  die, 
To  ever  live,  my  Love  and  I, 
In  some  cloud-palace  built  so  fair 
That  even  gods  might  linger  there. 

And  pleasures  we  did  deem  so  sweet, 
They  almost  winged  our  ready  feet, 
As  through  the  fragrant  meads  we  went 
With  spirits  drenched  in  glad  content. 

From  mead  to  wood  we  took  our  way, 
And  birds  were  bright  and  flowers  were  gay  ; 
And  though  we  lost  the  soft-cloud  sky, 
We  lost  not  joy,  my  Love  and  I. 

From  wood  to  mead  we  passed  again. 

The  clouds  were  gone  like  April  rain  ; 
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CLOUD  FANCIES 

No  more  a  palace  met  our  eyes 
Through  all  the  empire  of  the  skies. 

In  thought  we  paused,  my  Love  and  I, 
No  longer  wished  in  joy  to  die ; 
And  lingering  on  a  passionate  kiss, 
We  craved  no  more  for  cloud-built  bliss. 
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A  SONG  OF  HOPE 


Were  it  not  good  to  die,  if  death  be  rest  ? 

Sweet  freedom  from  the  ills  that  make  us  weep: 
A  gentle  softness  of  a  dreamless  sleep, 

That  only  breaks  as  on  a  mother's  breast  ? 
God  knoweth  best. 

ii 

There  surely  must  be  peace  beyond  the  grave, 

No  bleeding  of  the  heart  in  silent  pain, 
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A  SONG  OF  HOPE 

No  agony  of  soul  that  love  grows  vain, 
No  bitter  cry  for  one  oblivious  wave 
To  flood  life's  cave. 


m 

And  if  by  God's  good  pleasure  we  should  meet 
Our  friends  in  that  hereafter,  face  to  face. 
Would  not  the  sweetness  of  one  long  embrace 

Smooth  out  the  pressure  of  pain's  weary  feet  ? 
Its  sting  defeat  ? 

IV 

And  if  it  be  that  death  gives  rest  and  peace, 
Has  man  no  duty  till  its  poppy  falls 
And  steals  his  spirit  from  its  sensuous  walls  ? 

Has  he  not  any  talent  to  increase, 

That  life  should  cease  ? 
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A  SONG  OF  HOPE 


Shall  he  not  hold  his  passions  in  control, 
And  live  his  little  life  with  honest  breath  ? 
Not  fearing  nor  despising  common  death, 

But  labour  to  be  worthy  of  the  soul, 

And  death's  great  goal  ? 
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MYSTERY 


Curse  not  the  web  of  circumstance ; 

Is  God  no  God  to  thee  ? 
A  brooklet  ripples  not  by  chance 

To  join  the  brimming  sea  : 
By  Law  its  babbling  waters  dance, 

And  skip  in  minstrelsy. 
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.MYSTERY 


ii 


And  are  the  lavs  of  sea  and  brook 
But  fables  in  thine  eyes  ? 

And  are  the  leaves  of  Nature's  book 
Writ  with  eternal  lies  ? 

Is  there  no  God  of  law  to  look 
On  man,  and  sympathise  ? 


HI 

Are  great  worlds  moving  without  plan  ? 

That  plan  by  chance  begot  ? 
The  smallest  insect  Doubt  may  scan 

Shows  wisdom  without  blot : 

Then,  be  ye  patient,  foolish  man, — 

God  is,  or  Law  were  not. 
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THE  CHRYSANTHEMUM 


When  cold-grey  days  of  winter  come, 
Then  blooms  the  brave  chrysanthemum, 
Nor  fears  the  sting  of  biting  wind, 
Nor  deems  the  cunning  frost  unkind. 

ii 

With  stately  pride  it  lifts  its  head, 

In  amber,  yellow,  white,  or  red, 

And  colour,  clothed  with  beauty's  grace, 

Bewitches  like  a  maiden's  face. 
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THE  CHRYSANTHEMUM 
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For  scarce  the  bow  of  sun  and  rain 
Can  claim  its  hues,  or  clouds  make  plain,- 
Its  rose  of  dawn,  its  white  so  cold, 
Its  purple  touched  with  tips  of  gold. 


IV 


Not  all  the  flowers  that  love  the  spring, 
Not  all  the  birds  that  pipe  and  sing, 
Command  a  fuller  note  of  praise 
Than  this  bright  flower  of  cheerless  days. 


90 


A  SONG  OF  INNOCENCE 

i 
Pretty  baby,  mother's  pride. 
Fresh  as  roses  at  springtide, 
Dimpled  hands  and  dimpled  feet, 
Laughing  eyes  and  mouth  so  sweet, 

Pretty  baby. 

ii 
Glossy  hair  so  soft  and  bright, 
Fair  as  is  the  sweet  sunlight ; 
Music  of  your  baby  voice 
Making  mother's  heart  rejoice, 

Pretty  baby. 
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A  SONG  OF  INNOCENCE 
in 

Winsome  ways  and  winsome  wiles, 
Happy  looks  and  happy  smiles, 
Funny  coos  and  merry  crows 
Rippling  to  your  tiny  toes, 

Pretty  baby. 

IV 

Mother's  kiss  is  on  your  lips, 

Like  a  greedy  bee  she  sips 

All  about  your  baby  mouth, 

Drinking  sweetness  without  drouth, 

Pretty  baby 

v 

Pretty  baby,  good  as  fair, 

At  the  bottom  of  Life's  stair, 

Mother  loves  you,  mother  prays 

God  will  brighten  all  your  days, 

Pretty  baby. 
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THE  POWER  OF  SONG 


The  poet's  song  is  never  wholly  vain 

When  from  the  heart  it  leaps  like  living  blood, 
Or  words  born  out  of  pain  sing  unto  pain 

Till  pent-up  tears  burst  in  a  swelling  flood. 


ii 


And  where  the  battle  rings  with  loud  alarms, 
The  warrior  by  the  poet  grows  more  strong ; 

With  dauntless  courage  meets  the  clash  of  arms, 
And  wins  great  glory  both  with  sword  and  song 
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THE   POWER   OF  SONG 

in 

In  distant  climes  where  travellers  take  their  way, 
Or  duty  calls  the  seaman  from  the  strand, 

Mid  desert  plains,  or  oceans  swept  by  spray, 
Men  sing  the  ballads  of  their  native  land. 

IV 

And  in  the  office  of  delightful  love 
Sweet  poesy  grows  magical  in  power ; 

With  golden  words  the  happy  lips  do  move, 
And  blushing  smiles  confess  the  rapturous  hour. 
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SPRING 


A  soft  wind  crept  up  from  the  south, 

And  kissed  the  great  Earth  when  at  rest, 

As  a  mother  kisses  the  mouth 

Of  her  first-born  babe  at  her  breast. 

n 

And  the  soft  wind  sang  to  the  birds, 

And  the  sweet  birds  answered  it  long ; 

And  the  maid's  throat  bubbled  with  words  ; 

Her  heart  was  a  fountain  of  song. 
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SPRING 


in 


And  the  throstle  whistled  "  Tis  Spring  !  " 
The  lark  gushed  the  same  in  the  blue ; 

The  linnet  its  welcome  did  sing, 

And  the  sparrow  chirupped  one  too. 

IV 

And  the  primrose  opened  its  eye. 

And  the  south  wind  came  to  adore, 

And  the  violet  peeped  at  the  sky, 

And  the  south  wind  kissed  it  all  o'er. 


And  the  sunbeams  stole  to  the  earth, 

And  courted  the  passion  of  flowers, 

And  beauty  made  pleasure  with  mirth, 

And  the  glad  spring  wedded  the  hours. 
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CHRISTMAS,  1900 

1 

Goodwill  to  men,  to  nations  peace, 

With  England  resting  on  her  spear ; 
At  blithe  Yuletide  may  red  war  cease 

And  mercy  crown  the  dying  year 
The  laurel  with  the  holly  weave, 
For  loved  ones  lost,  this  Christmas  Eve. 

11 
Let  pity  smile,  with  pity  love, 

And  reverence  give  to  heroes  slain 
God  from  his  secret  place  above 

Can  change  a  nation's  joy  to  pain 


H 
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CHRISTMAS,  1000 

The  laurel  with  the  holly  weave, 

For  loved  ones  lost,  this  Christmas  Eve. 


in 


To  want  be  kind,  to  sorrow  good, 
Nor  tears  of  love,  or  pain  forget ; 

A  woman  weeps  in  widowhood, 
An  orphan  mourns  a  father  yet : 

The  laurel  with  the  holly  weave, 

For  loved  ones  lost,  this  Christmas  Eve. 


IV 


Be  grateful  in  the  tide  of  mirth, 
Be  humble  in  the  flush  of  joy ; 

Peace,  peace  on  earth — it  is  Christ's  birth, 
And  pride  can  deepest  peace  destroy : 

The  laurel  with  the  holly  weave, 

For  loved  ones  lost,  this  Christmas  Eve. 
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TRIXIE 

True  and  trusty,  through  and  through, 

This  my  Trixie,  this  is  you. 

Never  deeper  loved  a  maid, 

Never  lover's  lips  yet  said, 

All  the  feeling  you  express 

By  those  eyes  of  tenderness — 

Eyes  that  utter  more  than  speech — 

Eyes  that  do  a  language  teach, 

And  can  to  my  mind  convey 

All  your  little  heart  would  say. 

Yes,  my  Trixie,  you  are  true, 

True  as  God's  deep  sky  of  blue  ; 
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TRIXIE 

Faithful !  more  than  any  vow, 

Blithe  as  bonnie  bird  on  bough  ; 

None  you  love,  and  none  desire, 

None  but  two,  who  love,  admire, 

And  through  all  your  gift  of  days, 

Mark  and  honour  all  your  ways  ; 

For  from  waking  morn  to  night, 

You  can  give  the  heart  delight ; 

Full  of  gambols  as  a  child, 

Sportive  oft,  and  sometimes  wild, 

Swimming  all  about  the  floor, 

Barking  at  an  open  door, 

Frisking  all  adown  the  street, 

Thence  return  and  wipe  your  feet, 

Lick  your  paws  and  wash  your  face, 

Showing  ever  some  new  grace  ; 

From  a  puppy  you  have  been, 

Best  of  doggies  ever  seen, 
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ROUNDELS 
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APRIL 

Sunshine  and  showers,  and  fickle  days, 

And  balmy  breathing  hours  ; 
Young  Nature  full  of  maiden  ways, 

Sunshine  and  showers. 

A  bosom  gay  with  wilding  flowers, 
Where  long  the  soft  wind  plays ; 
And  sweet  birds  waiting  for  green  bowers. 

And  wait,  and  sing  glad  roundelays 

With  all  their  little  powers  ; 

And  while  the  budding  leaves  make  sprays, 

Sunshine  and  showers. 
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ROSEMARY  AND  RUE 

A  little  grave  is  mine  beneath  the  yew, 

And  in  the  heavens  a  soul  that  God  doth  save ; 

To  me  is  given  sweet  rosemary  and  rue, 
A  little  grave. 

Yet  not  to  sorrow  is  my  heart  a  slave, 

For  love  doth  keep  a  soft,  wee  face  in  view, 
And  one  hope  makes  my  broken  spirit  brave. 

For  'tis  not  here  the  life  that  is  most  true — 

The  life  that  breaks  not  like  an  ocean  wave  ; 

And  yet  I  love,  as  God's  earth  loves  the  dew, 

A  little  grave. 
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THE  JOY  OF  BOOKS 

A  little  book  and  just  a  cup  of  wine, 
With  leisure  waiting  in  an  ingle-nook  ; 

Then  love  alone  could  make  my  heart  resign 
A  little  book  : 

A   book   that   conquers   time,   where   man   once 
shook 
The  passions  of  his  soul  in  high  design, 
Till  thoughts  shone  clear  as  pebbles  in  a  brook, 

Or  beat  like  music  when  sweet  chords  combine, 

Or  read  the  hearts  of  men  where  none  may 

look; 

Thus  give  me  words  that  live  and  are  divine, 

A  little  book. 
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BIRDS  AND  FLOWERS 

Sweet  birds  and  flowers,  that  love  the  light 

In  wilding  nooks  and  bowers  ; 
Glad  sunshine  makes  not  earth  more  bright, 

Sweet  birds  and  flowers. 

In  old-world  lanes  where  sleep  the  hours, 

As  though  the  day  were  night. 
Reign  scent  and  song  with  queenly  powers. 

In  mead,  and  wood,  and  vale,  and  height, 

In  sun,  or  shade,  or  showers, 

Bright  beauty  smiles  in  sound  and  sight, 

Sweet  birds  and  flowers. 
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LOVE  NEVER  DIES 

Love  never  dies,  though  fond  years  fade 

Like  roses,  petal-wise ; 
Sweet  spirit  and  immortal  maid, 

Love  never  dies. 

For  thoughts,  like  daisies,  ope  their  eyes 

In  memory's  verdant  glade, 
And  dreams  grow  bright  as  butterflies. 

And  where  light  shines  beyond  Time's  shade, 

Love  as  from  sleep  doth  rise  ; 

One  bosom  death  can  ne'er  invade, 

Love  never  dies. 
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DISQUIETUDE 

If  love  should  fail,  and  her  sweet  face  deny, 
How  sorrow  would  my  ruined  life  assail ; 

And  like  the  wind-swept  night  my  heart  would 
sigh, 
If  love  should  fail. 

For  love  makes  life  a  blossom-scented  dale, 

Where  passion  swells  to  song  and  knows  not 
why, 
And  thoughts  more  fair  than  flowers  in  joy  prevail : 

Love  thoughts  more  golden  than  the  sun-crowned 
sky- 
Wild  thoughts  more  sweet  than  throat  of  night- 
ingale : 

And  these,  and  all  the  hope  of  life  would  die, 

If  love  should  fail. 
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AN  ENTREATY 

Dear  Love,  be  true,  nor  let  affection  pass, 

Nor  life  be  bound  with  rosemary  mixed  with 
rue; 

Oh,  make  not  joy  a  void,  inverted  glass, 
Dear  Love,  be  true. 

Is?  pity,  all  love's  splendour,  Love,  renew, 

And  make  time  sweet  as  fragrant  meadow-grass, 
And  bright  as  roses  freshly  drenched  with  dew. 

Love,  be  once  more  the  wild,  bewitching  lass, 

Whose  kisses  thrilled  my  eager  being  through ; 
The  warm  embrace  of  other  days  surpass, 

Dear  Love,  be  true. 
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A  DREAM  OF  DEATH 

I  dreamed  thee  dead,  and  wept  beside  thy  bier, 
And  prayed  it  might  become  our  marriage-bed ; 

For  life  had  lost  all  hope  without  thee,  dear, 
I  dreamed  thee  dead. 

My  soul  was  surged  with  sorrow  and  with  dread-; 

And  stricken  with  an  ever-wounding  spear, 
I  almost  cursed  the  strength  of  wine  and  bread. 

And  in  the  silence  of  Death's  atmosphere, 

I  kissed  thee  like  a  bridegroom  newly-wed : 

Love  !  how  I  loved  thee  in  that  hour  of  fear 

I  dreamed  thee  dead. 
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A  FAREWELL 

Good-night  !  good-bye !     With  passion  of  regret 
I  cling  to  these  last  moments  ere  they  die ; 

Too  soon,  dear  Love,  will  you  my  love  forget. 
Good-night !  good-bye ! 

Too  soon  my  laughter  will  sink  to  a  sigh, 

And  sorrow  claim  my  gladness  as  her  debt ; 
For  Sorrow  watches  Love  with  sleepless  eye. 

But  I  will  press  you  closer,  closer  yet — 

Yea,  closer,  for  my  passion  cannot  he ; 

O  Life,  O  Love,  with  lips  in  madness  met, 

Good-night !  good-bye ! 

in 
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